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La  Vie  Canadienne 


n  publishing  this  first  number  of  La  Vie  Canadienne  we 
are  aware  that  we  are  undertaking  an  ambitious  task.  We 
make  no  apology  except  that  we  labour  for  the  common 
weal.  Apology,  if  any,  is  due  rather  from  past  inembers  of  a  community 
such  as  ours,  who  have  been  so  lacking  in  enterprise  as  to  be  without 
a  journal  of  their  own  for  so  long. 

An  example  is  set  us  by  our  7th  Battalion,  who  find  time  and 
sufflcient  energy  to  publish  The  Listening  Post,  a  paper,  the  éditions  of 
which  will  soon  have  reached  double  figures  —  and  this  amidst  such 
incidentals  as  shrapnel  and  machine  guns. 

We  make  bold  to  say  that  such  a  periodical,  as  we  hope  that  this 
will  be,  is  a  benefit  to  the  community  at  large,  without  in  any  way 
impairing  our  usefulness  as  soldiers.  But,  in  order  that  we  may  inake 
La  Vie  Canadienne  as  successful  as  ail  things  Canadian  should  be,  there 
are  two  essential  factors  to  be  taken  into  account,  without  which  the 
magazine  will  soon  die  a  natural  death,  and  that  sponte  sua.  The  first  is, 
support  the  paper,  and  the  second,  naturally,  buy  it.  If  it  is  to  run,  it 
must  be  given  a  whole-hearted  support  by  ail,  and  by  that  we  mean, 
contribute  to  it,  criticise  it  ail  you  will,  correspond  in  it,  use  its  columns 
for  what  you  want,  whether  it  be  a  dog  to  buy,  a  watch  to  sell,  a  h*ve 
dollar  bill  you  have  found,  or  a  change  of  dwelling  you  désire —  in  other 
words,  to  use  our  own  tongue,  Boost  it  ! 

As  to  the  second  condition,  we  would  only  say  that  the  more  copies 
you  order  (and  pay  for),  the  less  the  cost  of  production. 
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We  want  to  remind  our  readers  (especially  those  of  the  fair  sex)  that 
we  are  most  anxious  that  they  should  avail  themselves  of  the  perspicacity 
and  intellectual  acumen  that  we  are  able  to  put  at  their  disposai  in  answe- 
ring  questions,  queries,  conundra  and  other  monstrosities  of  whatever 
nature. 

The  technical  knowledge  of  our  professor  (engaged  especially  for  the 
purpose  at  one  hundred  and  ten  cents  per  diem)  ranges  from  the  affairs  ot 
the  heart  to  the  most  minute  détails  of  horticultural  research. 

*** 

This  Jîrst  issue  of  LA  VIE  CANADIENNE  is  somewhat  crnde  m 
appearance .  —  It  took  some  time  to  unearth  the  hidden,  latent  talent  in  our 
Echelon.  Now  we  have  a  fair  knowledge  of  where  to  find  the  right  man  for  any 
spécial  article.  Furthermore  the  printers  were  very  much  "  up  against  it  a 
large  proportion  of  the  printers  being  called  out  to  join  the  colours.  You  may 
get  a  man  out  of  the  trenches  and  appoint  him  an  orderly  room  clerk  or  even  a 
printer's  devil,  but  you  cannot  make  him  a  compositor,  tout  de  suite. 

* 

Next  month  we  hope  to  publish  a  nominal  roll  of  the  Canadian  Section  of 
the  Third  Echelon,  which,  in  after  years,  will  serve  to  refresh  our  memories  when 
we  fight  again  our  battles  o'er,  gathered  round  a  good  old  Canadian  fireside. 

*** 

Our  illustrator  went  ofT  to  Blighty  for  a  Holiday,  lucky  beggar.  Arrange- 
ments have  been  made  however  to  illustrate  our  next  issue  with  views,  sketches 
and  carricatures,  which  will,  we  trust,  greatly  enhance  its  value. 

**  * 

This  is  our  baby~.  —  A  war  baby,  parentage  unknown.  Yet  we  feel  that 
a  sympathetic  public  will  take  this  infant  to  its  heart,  as  it  will  ail  others,  until 
it  can  stand  on  its  own  feet.  By  and  by  it  will  be  able  to  fight  and  win  its 
own  battles. 

Send  in  our  essays,  articles,  jokes  or  any  thing  you  may  fancy  to  write  and 
we  will  do  the  rest.  Before  the  lOth  of  the  month,  if  possible. 
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The  Girl  Behind 

the  M  an  Behind  the  Gun 


You  have  seen  the  line  of  khaki  swinging  grandly  down  the  street. 

You  have  heard  the  band  blare  out  Brittanic  songs. 
You  have  read  a  ton  of  papers,  and  you've  thrown  them  at  your  feet  ; 

And  your  brain's  a  battle-field  for  fighting  throngs. 
You  have  cheered  for  Tommy  Atkins  and  you've  yelled  for  Jack  Canuck  ; 

You  have  praised  the  French  and  Belgians,  every  one. 
But  I'm  rhyming  here  a  measure  to  the  valor  and  the  pluck 

Of  the  girl  behind  the  man  behind  the  gun. 

There's  a  harder  game  than  fighting  ;  there's  a  deeper  wound  by  far 

Than  the  bayonet  or  the  bullet  ever  tore. 
And  a  patient  little  woman  wears  upon  her  heart  a  scar, 

Which  the  lonesome  years  will  keep  for  evermore. 
There  are  bands  and  bugles  crying,  and  the  horses  madly  ride  ; 

And  in  passion  are  the  trenches  lost  or  won. 
But  SHE  battles  in  the  silence,  with  no  comrade  at  her  side, 

Does  the  girl  behind  the  man  behind  the  gun. 

They  are  singing  songs  in  Flanders,  and  there's  laughter  on  the  wind  ; 

They  are  shouting  for  their  country  and  their  king. 
But  the  hallways  yearn  for  music  in  the  homes  they  left  behind  ; 

For  the  mother  of  a  soldier  does  not  sing. 
In  the  silence  of  the  night  time,  mid  a  ring  of  hidden  foes, 

And  without  a  bugle  cry  to  cheer  her  on, 
She  is  fighting  fiercer  battles  than  a  soldier  ever  knows  ; 

And  her  triumph  is  an  open  grave,  at  dawn. 

You  have  cheered  the  line  of  khaki  swinging  grandly  down  the  street  ; 

But  you  quite  forgot  to  cheer  another  line. 
They  are  plodding  sadly  homeward.  with  no  music  for  their  feet, 

To  a  far  more  lonely  river  than  the  Rhine. 
Ah  !  the  battle  field  is  wider  than  the  cannon's  sullen  roar  ; 

And  the  women  weep  o'er  battles  lost  01  won, 
For  the  man  a  cross  of  honor  ;  but  the  crêpe  upon  the  door 

For  the  girl  behind  the  man  behind  the  gun. 
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When  the  heroes  are  returning  and  the  world  with  flags  is  red  ; 

When  they  show  the  tattered  trophies  of  the  war  ; 
When  your  cheers  are  for  the  living  and  your  tears  are  for  the  dead, 

Which  the  foeman  in  the  battle  trampled  o'er  ; 
When  you  fîing  your  reddest  roses  at  the  horseman  in  array, 

With  their  helmests  flaming  proudly  in  the  sun, 
1  would  bid  you  wear  the  favor  of  an  apple  blossom  spray, 

For  the  girl  behind  the  man  behind  the  gun. 
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The  Ghost  of  Agincourt 


A  Tale  of  Old  Rouen 


I  stood  in  Saint  Sever,  one  rainy  night, 
And  saw  the  City  through  an  opal  mist 
That  wove  her  bridges  into  fairy  webs, 
Spanning  the  magie  current  of  the  Seine. 

The  giant  spire  that  dominâtes  the  town 
Seemed  half-adrift  in  rilmy,  grey-blue  clouds  ; 
Faint  on  the  ear  the  chimes  of  Saint  Ouen 
Fell,  marking  —  well,  let's  say  —  the  hour  of  ten, 

I  pondered  on  the  several  thousand  years 
Of  History  wherein  Rouen  iswrapped, 
And,  as  I  pondered,  came  a  ghostly  shape 
Out  of  the  mist  that  folded  me  about. 


He  had  a  helmet  on  his  bullet  head, 

That  had  been  steel,  and  cunningly  engraved, 

A  tattered  leathern  jerkin  on  his  back, 

And  on  his  feet  were  pointed  leathern  shoon. 

«  Give  you  good-e'en,  my  master  »  quoth  the  lout, 
And  leaned  his  elbows  on  the  parapet, 
As  if  disposed  for  talk.  Faint  moonlight  streamed 
From  out  behind  Saint  Catherin's  verdant  hill. 

I  waited  on  his  pleasure,  knowing  well 
That  no  ghost  seeks  the  company  of  man 
But  hath  some  tale  to  tell  of  sin  unshrived, 
Or  sorrowthat  the  years  have  not  appeased, 

«  You  serve  the  King  »  he  said  ;  «  I  served  him  once, 
Whenas  we  English  marched  to  Agincourt  ; 
But,  being  stuck  i1  thigh,  with  travail  sore 
I  made  my  way  unto  this  very  town. 

Oft,  now,  when  twilight  marks  the  trysting  hour 
For  privâtes,  N.C.O.'s  and  demoiselles, 
I  walk  among  thèse  modem  men-at-arms, 
Recalling  former  days  and  escapades. 
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The  speech  hath  changed  (as  have  the  known  cafés) 
«  Gadzoosks  »  (a  fair,  round  oath)  is  now  «  Not'arf  », 
And  —  speak  me  fair,  Sir  —  what  means  «  Gaw-bli-me  » 
And  can'st  direct  me  to  the  Brasserie  Paul  ? 

But,  I  digress,  and  it  was  not  for  this 

I  sought  your  company,  for  no  man  vvalks 

After  rive  hundred  years  but  he's  impelled 

By  some  soul-stirring  quest  that  will  not  down  !  » 

Then,  from  the  pouch  that  at  his  girdle  hung 
He  drew  a  doubled  parchment,  worn  and  old  ; 
Some  ten  by  fourteen  inches  ;  scrolled  thereon, 
In  fair  black-letter,  there  was  :  «  6-G-3  ». 

With  saddest  look  that  e'er  sat  on  brow 

He  smoothed  the  «  jacket  »  with  his  gnarled  hands, 

And,  in  a  voice  that  sorrow  vibrant  made, 

He  spun  this  yarn,  which  I  pass  on  to  you. 

«  Twas  first  upon  a  placid  Summer's  day 
That  I  saw  this.  »  He  held  the  thing  aloft, 
Much  as  the  Ancient  Mariner  of  famé 
Might  held  the  murdered  albatross. 

«  Twas  ail  amongst  a  bunch  of  scriveners, 
Some  shaven  monks,  some  former  London  clerks, 
I  found  myself  when  my  sore  wound  was  healed  ; 
And  with  this  virtuous  crevv  I  worked  amain. 

Housed  in  a  monastery,  w  hose  groin'd  vaults 
More  used  were  to  clicking  rosaries 
Than  to  the  martial  tread  of  armed  heels, 
We  laboured,  soon  and  late,  for  many  days. 

They  found  me  a- place  i'  the  Registrie, 
The  «  Middle  Registrie  »  «  twas  called,  I  wot, 
And  soon  I  found  that  ordinary  hell 
In  other  work,  was  triple-plated  here.  » 

(Just  here,  a  wench  of  eighteen  years,  or  so, 
Tripping  along  good  old  rue  Lafayette, 
Caught  Percie's  eye  :  she  was  a  comely  girl, 
Chic,  a-Ia-mode,  and  strictly  up-to-date. 

Our  wretched  boor,  from  Wiltshire's  muddy  downs 
Turned  short  upon  his  heel,  and  gazed  his  fill  ; 
Hummed  snatches  of  some  long-forgotten  glee 
That  had  the  true,  old,  «  Too  much  Mustard  »  touch. 
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Perceiving  that  the  centuries  change  not 
TV  inhérent  heartiness  of  Tommy  A., 
I  seized  this  would-be  lover's  Southern  ear 
And  turned  him  face-about  to  Mother  Seine.) 

The  fluttering  of  the  parchment  in  the  wind 
Recalled  the  fellow,  and  he  muttered  low  : 
«  Twas  not  tike  this  the  maidens  gowned  lang  syne, 
Yet,  blime,  (as  they  say)  I  liked  that  kid  !  » 


«  However,  as  1  said,  one  Summer's  day 
I  first  got  this;  1  think  «  t'was  wished  on  me 
By  one  whc  did  désire  that  I  should  move 
Through  centuries  in  one  ne'er  ending  quest  ! 

There  was  a  scroll,  writ  by  a  G.  A.  G. 

Who  habited  that  time  at  Saint  Nazaire  ; 

lt  had  to  do  with  certain  long-bow  staves, 

(And,  where  in  —  France  —  they  went,  that  no  man  knows  !) 

He  minuted  the  same  to  Q.  O.  Q. 
Who,  in  his  proper  rank,  straight  wrote  «  P.  A.  » 
Upon  the  scroll,  and  filed  the  thing  away, 
Until,  from  Bonsecours,  a  query  came. 

Twas  found,  at  length,  and  passed  to  Q.  M.  G. 

Who  wrote  «  Find  staves  ».  And  then,  by  devious  routes, 

With  many  names  on't,  writ  so  curiously 

That  none  might  read,  it  came  to  fair  Rouen. 


Ours  was  the  Kentish  Section  ;  happily, 

In  émulation  of  those  maxims  grand 

Whereof  the  tomes  of  K.  R.  O.  are  full, 

We  strove  to  mark  our  names  on  Hist'ry's  page. 

Ail  in  that  garden  fair  was  purely  «  jake  » 
Until  that  cursed  scroll  one  morning  came  ; 
Twas  «  passed  for  action  »,  and  not  ail  the  fights 
Of  Flanders  have  seen  «  action  »  such  as  ours  ! 

The  skins  of  forty  lambs,  in  parchment  form, 
Did  scarce  suffice  for  ail  our  efforts  vain 
To  trace  those  staves,  though  many  rumours  came, 
Assigning  various  fates  to  those  yew-boughs. 
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Some  said  the  master  of  the  ship  bore  South, 
.And  sold  them  to  the  Moors  in  Barbarv  ; 
Some,  that  the  staves  now  made  a  picket  fence 
About  a  merchant's  house  in  old  Boulogne. 

Meanwhile,  the  experts  worked  upon  the  scroll, 
To  nnd,  if  might  be,  just  what  news  it  held  ; 
But  minute  3g  was  missing  quite, 
And  bacon-grease  had  done  for  64. 

One  cryptic  passage  floored  the  wisest  men  : 
It  had  to  do  with  certain  «  casks  of  wine  ». 
Twas  thought  that  barrel-staves  had  been  confused 
With  staves  for  bows  ;  and  so  the  matter  fell. 

I,  who  was  young  in  those  high,  far-off  days, 
Butted  my  head  against  the  stony  wall 
Presented  by  the  scroll,  in  youth's  désire 
To  win  a  word  of  favour  from  his  peers. 

And  oft,  by  dim  rush-light,  or  wand'ring  free 

By  pleasant  paths  along  the  river-side, 

I  pondered  on  the  myst'ry  of  the  scroll, 

And  sought  —  and  sought  in  vain  —  its  end  to  find. 


Then  came  the  plague,  and  scourged  the  City  sore, 
Till  those  on  whom  the  Spectral  Hand  was  laid 
Were  driven  forth  the  walls,  to  die  without 
The  civic  confines  ;  I  was  one  of  thèse. 

As  neath  the  Windows  of  the  monast'ry 
I  passed,  in  company  of  those  near-dead, 
Some  former  comrades,  thrusting  out  a  pôle, 
Full  thirty  feet  in  lenght  called  on  my  name. 

Tied  to  the  end  of  that  grim  pointer  hung 
Two  little  packets  —  one  of  food  and  wine  ; 
1  he  other  had  an  old,  familiar  shape  ; 
I  grasped  them  both,  and  one  was  —  «  6-G-3  »! 


The  end  came  soon  ;  they  found  me  in  a  field, 
And  there  p.a.'d  me  in  a  common  trench 
(After  the  wolves  had  cleansed  my  bones  of  flesh) 
And  with  me  laid  the  old,  mysterious  scroll. 


LA   VIE  CANADIENNE 


9 


I've  had  it  now  for  quite  rive  hundred  years, 
No  nearer  to  its  solving  ;  could  I  find 
A  grey-goose  quill,  a  sirip  of  parchment  —  ink, 
Beshrew  me,  but  I'd  minute  it  to  Bill  ! 

For  though  it  is  not  given  unto  me 

To  bear  so  much  as  my  old  quarter-staff 

In  thèse  great  Wars  —  rnight  I  hand  Bill  the  scroll 

F  d  fancy  that  I'd  done  my  little  bit.  » 


The  night  was  waning  ;  as  the  hour  of  one 
Boomed  from  the  great  Cathedral  bell,  he  turned, 
And,  shaking  as  with  palsy,  took  his  way 
Along  the  quay,  and  vanished  in  the  mist. 


39-10-1 5-. 


P.  A. 
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Vive  l'Entente! 


The  Canadians  are  chez  nous, 

Said  le  brave  Français. 
Ah  Ciel  !  what  a  to-do  ! 

Said  le  brave  Français. 
At  St  George's  Music  Hall 
We  could  hear  them  shout  and  bawl, 
Crash  and  bang  and  sing  and  squal 

Said  le  brave  Français. 
Twas  not  comme  il  faut  at  ail, 

Said  le  brave  Français. 

But  when  there's  trouble  brewing, 

Said  le  brave  Français  ; 
When  a  toughish  job  wants  doing 

Said  le  brave  Français, 
Oh  !  they're  the  boys  for  me  ! 
For  they've  sailed  across  the  sea 
For  to  fight  to  keep  us  free, 

Said  le  brave  Français. 
And  they  thought  it  qui  te  a  spree, 

Said  le  brave  Français. 

Oh  !  they  nobly  played  the  game 

At  St  Julien  and  Ypres, 
And  Ploegstreet  knows  their  name 

Said  le  brave  Français. 
As  side  by  side  they  go, 
Like  a  rock  they  face  the  foe, 
And  give  squarelv  blow  for  blow, 

Said  le  brave  Français, 
Till  the  tyrant  they  lay  low, 

Said  le  brave  Français. 


Of  ail  the  French  towns  that  we  have  seen  Rouen  is  certain ly  the 
quaintest,  the  most  picturesque  and  the  most  old-fashioned.  It  contains 
two  Cathedrals  which  are  marvels  of  hurnan  ingenuity  and  patience  and 
many  of  its  streets  may  well  fill  the  artist's  soul  with  joy  ;  but  of  ail  its 
ancient  beauties,  there  are  none,  perhaps,  more  appreciated  by  the  twentieth 
century  mind  than  thoseof  the  Brasserie  Paul. 
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S  orne  Street  s  of  Rouen 


The  old-timers  of  this  burg  certain  ly  had  a  fine  fancy  in  their  sélection  or 
names  for  streets.  Take,  for  instance,  the  Street  of  the  Four  Winds,  in  front  01 
the  Cathedral.  That  was  probablv  named  about  umpteen  years  ago  bv  some  old 
Councillor  whose  cloak  had  been  blown  over  his  head  as  he  came  that  way  to 
the  meeting  of  the  City  Fathers. 

Then,  there  are  the  Street  of  the  Green  Cross,  the  Street  of  the  Little  Sheep, 
and  the  Street  of  the  Golden  Apple,  ail,  possibly,  taking  their  names  from 
street-signs  of  merchants  of  the  long  ago. 

The  Street  of  the  Ditches  of  Louis  the  Eighth  may  have  marked  one  of  the 
City's  boundaries  vvhen  Rouen  was  a  walled  town. 

Whether  the  Street  of  English  Blood  was  named  so 


because  of  a  murder  or  an  exécution  is  not  definitely 
known  to  me,  this  déponent,  but  it  sounds  antique. 
The  Street  of  the  Abbot  of  the  Sword  runs  back  of 
the  Church  of  Saint  Ouen,  a  winding,  roughly  cobbled 
street,  about  half  of  which  lies  in  a  grateful  shade  of 
the  tall  chestnut  trees  in  the  Garden  of  the  Hôtel  de  Ville 
throughout  the  Summer.  Who  the  militant  churchman 
was  wose  memory  the  street  perpétuâtes  is  a  matter  for 
further  investigation. 

Through  the  Street  of  the  Water  of  Robec  (which 


you  may  approach  through  the  Place  of  Father  Adam) 
flows  that  queer  little  stream  that  finds  its  outlet  in  the  Seine,  near  the  Bridge 
of  Pierre  Corneille.  In  this  street  one  may  observe  the  simple  life  as  it  has 
been  lived  in  Rouen  for  the  last  three  of  four  hundred  years.  Basket-makers 
are  at  work,  on  the  stone  causeways  that  cover  the  stream  at  intervais,  leading 
to  the  doorways  of  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  century  houses,  whose  façades 
show  faintly  the  grotesque  ornamentation  of  the  old  builders  who  were  also 
dreamers.  Certain  women  seem  to  spend  their  lives  there  in  shelling  peas  and 
beans.  There  are  barrows  in  which  shrimps  and  mackerel,  artichokes  and  leeks 
are  ofTered  for  sale,  and  the  féminine  proprietors  ot  which  are  often  to  be  heard 
shrilly  disputing  as  the  resuit  of  a  «  petit  sou  »,  partaken  of  in  one  of  the  cafés 
of  the  district,  any  one  of  which  looks  as  if  it  might  have  sheltered  François 
Villon,  if  that  Prince  of  Rogues  ever  visited  Rouen. 

In  the  Place  of  the  High  Old  Tower  the  weekly  market  is  held. 

The  Place  of  the  Maid,  about  which  are  clustered  some  of  the  oldest  houses 
of  the  City,  was  long  thought  to  be  the  site  of  the  burning  of  Jeanne  d'Arc. 

The  Street  of  William  the  Conqueror  reminds  us  that  we  are  in  the  cradle 
of  modem  England,  and  a  little  to  the  North  lies  the  rue  du  Donjon,  by  which 
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is  the  Tow  er  of  Jeanne  d'Arc,  in  which  that  remarkable  woman  was  held  for 
some  days  in  143 1.  How  well  Rouen  remembers  Jeanne  is  indicated  by  the  fact 
that  the  chief  street  is  named  after  the  sainted  Shepherdess,  as  well  as  the 
prettiest  of  the  Boulevards. 

In  the  Place  of  the  Old  Market,  where  she  was  martyred,  the  memory  of 
this  woman  is  kept  green  by  wreaths  of  flowers  placed,  and  maintained,  above 
an  inscribed  slab  in  the  pavement.  A  remarkable  thing  after  five  hundred  years  ! 
The  Place  of  the  Old  Palace,  which  connecis  with  the  market,  may,  perhaps, 
have  witnessed  some  of  the  riots  of  the  Révolution. 

What  romances  might  be  woven  about  the  Little  Street  of  the  Carmélites, 
which  runs  into  the  rue  Beauvoisin,  or  the  Impasse  des  Arquebusiers,  off  the 
Boulevard  Saint  Hilaire,  FM  leave  to  your  imagination. 

There  are  two  Streets  over  in  Saint-Sever,  running  parallel  to  each  other, 
named  after  a  couple  of  seventeenth  century  botanists,  whose  lives  ran  along 
together  for  more  than  seventy  years.  Cannot  you  imagine  the  two  old  boys 
strolling,  arm-in-arm,  to  the  Quai  Cavelier  de  la  Salle,  to  see  what  the  latest  ship 
from  the  Indies  had  brought  in  the  way  of  rare  herbs  ? 

I  observe  that  Rosa  Bonheur,  Félix  Faure  and  Emile  Zola  have  had  streets 
named  after  them,  but  out  in  the  district  where  the  lots  should  be  about 
eighteen  dollars  a  foot,  quarter  down,  balance  six,  twelve  and  eighteen  months. 
There  is  a  Harmony  Street  out  in  that  district,  too.  Sounds  like  a  good  name 
for  a  play. 

Joyous  Street  is  not  far  from  the  Street  of  Désire,  and  a  walk  through  thèse, 
and  through  the  Street  of  the  Good  Children,  is  likely  to  induce  the  thought 
that,  some  day  we  may  sail  up  the  old  Saint  Lawrence  River  again  and  land  in 
Canada,  where,  we  may  brush  the  dust  off  the  files  of  memory,  and  recall  our 
promenades  through  thèse  quaint  old  squares  and  streets. 
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JAM.  or  Tommy  Tickler's 

Tickling  Tommies  Tummies 


We  went  to  fight  the  Germans,  and  prepared  to  give'em  beans 
We  took  out  lots  of  soldiers  and  also  some  gay  Marines. 
We'd  everything  we  wanted  and  the  food  was  joly  fine, 
There  was  one  thing  in  particular  —  an  extra  spécial  line. 

Chorus 
Tickler's  Jam,  Tickler's  Jam, 
How  I  love  old  Tickler's  Jam  ; 
Plum  and  apple  in  one  pound  pots, 
Sent  from  England  in  ten  ton  lots  ; 
Every  night  when  I'm  asleep 
I'm  dreaming  that  I  am 
Washing  my  poor  old  frozen  feet 
In  Tommy  Tickler's  Jam. 

We  were  fighting  in  the  trenches,  at  a  place  called  Neuve  Chapelle, 
We  fairly  took  the  place  by  storm,  midst  hail  of  shot  and  shell  ; 
The  Germans  saw  us  coming,  and  stopped  their  old  brass  band, 
Then  they  turned  and  fled  like  lightning,  when  they  saw  in  my  hand. 

Tickler's  Jam,  Tickler's  Jam, 

How  I  love  old  Tickler's  Jam  ; 

Plum  and  apple  in  one  pound  pots, 

Sent  from  England  in  ten  ton  lots  ; 

Every  night  when  I'm  asleep 

I'm  dreaming  that  I  am 

Forcing  my  way  up  the  Dardanelles 

With  Tommy  Tickler's  Jam. 

We've  done  a  lot  of  deadly  work  with  bombs  thrown  by  the  hand, 
They  go  ofF  like  an  earthquake  and  shift  some  tons  of  land, 
Thèse  bombs  are  made  in  hundreds,  by  men  not  highly  trained, 
They're  simply  made  of  little  tins  which  at  one  time  contained  : 

Tickler's  Jam,  Tickler's  Jam, 

How  I  love  old  Tickler's  Jam  ; 

Plum  and  apple  in  one  pound  pots, 

Sent  from  England  in  ten  ton  lots  ; 

Every  night  when  I'm  asleep 

I'm  dreaming  that  I  am 

Having  my  tea  with  Kaiser  Bill  and 

Tommy  Tickler's  Jam. 
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When  I  get  back  to  Angleterre,  back  to  my  dear  old  wife, 

I  mean  to  make  the  most  of  things,  and  see  a  bit  of  life  ; 

I  love  my'dear  old  woman,  but  her  life  I'il  surely  take 

If  ever  she  puts  in  front  of  me,  jam  of  that  well-known  make. 

Tickler's  Jam,  Tickler's  Jam, 
How  I  love  old  Tickler's  Jam  ; 
Plum  and  apple  in  one  pound  pots, 
Sent  from  England  in  ten  ton  lots; 
Every  night  when  I'm  asleep 
I'm  dreaming  that  I  am 
Washing  my  poor  old  frozen  feet 
In  Tommy  Tickler's  Jam. 

(By  a  London  Territorial). 


IN  MEMORIAM 


O  Canada's  sons  answered  well  to  the  call, 

They  thought  of  their  homeland,  of  self  not  at  ail. 

And  many  sailed  out  from  that  far  distant  shore, 

Leaving  dear  ones  behind  they  would  never  see  more. 

We  honour  the  boys  who  Death's  portais  have  passed, 

They  died  as  they  lived,  true  as  steel  to  the  last. 

And  may  the  Recorder  a  like  record  see, 

When  the  Last  Post  has  sounded  for  you  and  for  me. 

O  men  of  the  North,  you're  ready  as  they, 

In  War's  great  adventure  the  last  price  to  pay. 

So  mourn  not  the  comrades  now  passed  on  before, 

They  have  given  their  best,  England  asks  for  no  more. 

Then  calm  let  them  sleep  beneath  each  grassy  mound, 

Till  Gabriel's  trumpet  «revally»  shall  sound. 

For  ail  our  loved  Heroes  remembered  shall  be 

When  the  Roll  Call  is  read  by  the  fair  Crystal  Sea. 

A.  M.  Nadin. 
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Can  you  rBeat  it  ? 


The  Flim-Flam  flopped  from  a  Fillamloo, 

Where  the  Polly-Wog  pinkled  so  pale 

And  the  Pipkin  piped  a  pétulant  Poo 

To  the  Garrulous  Gorp  of  the  Gale. 

O  Woe  to  the  Swap  on  the  sweeking  Swipe, 

Booms  on  the  bobbling  Bay, 

Snickered  the  Shark  to  the  snoozing  Swipe, 

That  lurked  where  the  Lamprey  lay  : 

The  Glunkling  glinked  in  the  glimmering  Gloam, 

Where  the  Buz-Buz,  bumbled  his  Bee 

And  the  Flip-Flap  flipped  ail  flecked  with  Foam 

In  the  sozzling  succulent  stea. 

O  swither  the  Swelp  in  the  swelterine  Sweep 

For  she  swore  as  she  swayed  in  a  Swoon 

And  a  doleful  Dank  laid  over  the  Deep 

To  the  Lay  of  the  limpid  Loon. 

Fly-by-Night. 


CANADIAN  MARCH  TO  BERLIN. 


GENERAL  SIR  SAM  HUGHES  TO  LEAD. 


Ready  to  command  "  The  Big  Drive/' 


Toronto,  Wednesday. 

General  Sir  Sam  Hughes,  the  Canadian  Minister  of  Militia,  announces  that  he 
will  personally  take  command  of  the  Canadians  when  «the  big  drive  »  begins 
on  the  west  front. 

«  It's  my  plan,  »  he  said,  «  to  join  the  Canadian  boys  and  personally  lead 
them  in  the  final  march  to  Berlin,  which  march  will  start  sooner  than  many  of 
you  expect.  »  —  Reuter. 
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ONE  CARD  TO  EACH  FAMILY  PER  WEEK 


We  may  soon  expect  to  receive  the  following  from  our  friends 
in  England. 


Army  Form  A.  2042. 


/  am  qui  te  ivell. 


(  have  been 
My  Windows  {  >  smasned. 

I  have  not  been 


^  have  been  j 


We  l  admitted  into  hospilal. 

„.  ,  .,  ,  /  have  not  been  i 
The  chddren  f  1 


,  had 

My  wife  {  }  hystéries. 

'  did  not  have  j  J 


isaw  I 
/  the  Zeppelin, 
did  not  see  \ 


I  follows  ) 
Letter  l  }  at  first  opportunily. 

does  not  follow  \ 


Signature 
only 


Date 


Somewhere  in  the 
Eastern  Counties. 
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APPROPIATE  ! 


Neither  party  expected  for  the  war  the  magnitude  or  the  duration  which  it 
has  already  attained.  Neither  anticipated  that  the  excuse  of  the  conrlict  might 
cease  with,  or  even  before,  the  conflict  itself  should  cease.  Each  looked  for  an 
easier  triumph,  and  a  resuit  less  fundamental  and  astounding.  Both  read  the 
same  Bible,  and  pray  to  the  same  God  ;  and  each  invokes  His  aid  against  the 
other.  It  may  seem  strange  that  any  men  should  dare  to  ask  a  just  God's 
assistance  in  wringing  their  bread  from  the  sweat  of  other  men's  faces  ;  but  let 
us  judge  not,  that  we  be  not  judged. 

The  prayers  of  both  could  not  be  answered-that  of  neither  has  been 
answered  fully. 

(From  Abraham  Lincoln's  Inaugural  address, 
March  i865J. 
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An  Open  Le t ter  to  Ser géant  S.  H.  Baker 


Sir, 

Twere  vain  to  addrëss  myself  to  Eate,  since  she  is  an  ephemereal  person  of 
no  great  substance,  who  appears  oniy  in  the  abstract.  I  must,  theretore,  turn  to 
the  more  concrète  and  substantive  form  of  the  man  chosen  by  Fate  to  wreck  her 
tireless  and  unrelenting  vengeance  on  our  unoffending  heads. 

It  is  often  said,  sir,  that  traits  of  character  are  writ  indeliblv  on  the  features 
of  their  owner  ;  but  as  I  gaze  on  your  beaming countenance,  so  round,  so  chubby 
and  so  redolent  of  the  milk  of  human  kindness,  and  your  form  so  restful  to  the 
eye,  as  of  one  whose  accustomed  seat  were  a  fireside  chair  rather  than  the 
chafing  saddle,  can  I  —  must  I  say,  «  A  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing  ?  ». 

What  barbed  and  poisoned  shaft  has  entered  that  gentle  heart  and  infused 
with  deadly  taint  a  nature  once  so  sympathetic  and  unspoiled  ? 

Can  it  be  that  there  was  woman  found  in  Rouen,  so  hardened,  so  regardless 
of  nature's  art  as  to  cause  this  transformation  ?  No  ;  I  cannot  believe  it.  Without 
a  doubt,  then,  it  is  that  base  and  unromantic  malady,  indigestion.  As  a  fellow- 
sufferer  I  can  sympathise  with  you,  but  as  an  involuntary  patient  of  your 
matutinal  treatment  I  cannot  forgive. 

fSigned)  :  One  of  the  Physical  Drill  Squad, 


THINGS  WE  WOULD  LIKE  TO  KNOW 


The  name  of  the  Kilted  Sergeant  who  likes  to  set  the  pace  at  physical  jerks 
every  morning  ? 

Who  is  the  soldier  who  whenerer  he  gets  hicconghs  claims  he  was  gassed  at 
Ypres. 

**# 

What  the  gentleman  who  arrived  rather  hurriedly  at  8.2  a.  m.  the  other 
morning,  said  about  the  bell  on  the  gâte  that  so  raucously  announced  his 
arrivai  and  called  attention  to  the  fact  that  he  had  made  a  somewhat 
hasty  toilet. 


How  certain  gentlemen  who  take  their  meals  in  the  hôtel  de  la  Calende  would 
fare  if  the  words  «  la  même  chose  »  were  deleted  from  the  French  tongue. 
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Who  was  responsible  for  the  rumour  that  the  «  Captain  »  was  conducting  his 
business  on  a  coopérative  or  prorit-sharing  basis. 


What  Folkestone  said  when  the  Second  Division  left. 

The  whereabouts  of  a  file  that  is  charged  to  K.C.  and  is  not.  (In  K.F  of 
course.  Ed.) 

*** 

Whether  the  French  gentleman  whose  hat  was  requisitioned  by  the  military 
at  St-Georges  Hall  a  certain  night  may  indent  for  a  new  one  between  the 
hours  of  8a. m.  and  10  a. m.  on  Monday  morning. 

*  * 

Why  the  musically  inclined  ex-sergeant  ot  our  Section  does  not  join  the 
orchestra  recently  formed  by  the  N.  C.  Os  of  the  Impérial  Echelon. 

#  * 

When  Shorty  is  going  to  get  his  Kilt. 

If  it  would  not  be  more  comfortable  for  the  Candy  Shop  Quartette  if  they 
had  chairs  installed. 
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ANSWERS  TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 

Anxious.  —  It  is  undoubtedly  a  sign  that  a  tender  passion  is  stirring  beneath 
his  Army  Greyback.  Try  again  when  opportunity  offers  and  report  progress. 

.*** 

Beginner.  —  No:  the  correct  formation  of  the  féminine  of  this  word  in  French 
is  «Chérie». 

-**# 

Lily,  Brandon.  —  i"  Certainly  send  him  a  picture  postcard  bearing  an  appro- 
priate  design  such  as  «  The  Glad  Eve  ». 

2°  No  :  the  safest  way  to  send  cakes  is  in  care  of  this  paper. 

*** 

Freddie,  rue  Jeanne-d'  Arc.  —  The  market  is  a  little  tight  just  now,  but  I  think 
that  things  will  loosen  up  a  bit  after  the  fifteenth.  You  might  try  the  Officer 
i/c  Cash,  44,  rampe  Bouvreuil. 

*  * 

Paullette,  Paris.  —  Je  crois  que  vous  avez  raison.  S'il  c'est  la  coutume  chez-vous, 
dites-lui  et,  si  je  puis  juger,  il  tombra. 

*** 

N.  C.  O.  Can.  Section.  —  Onlv  too  glad  to  be  of  assistance:  i°  No,  you  were 
wrong  :  the  stripes  denoting  your  rank  are  worn  inverted  at  the  bottom  of 
the  right  sleeve  ;  2"  The  practice  of  a  N.C.O.  «  wetting  his  stripes  »  on 
promotion  is  a  time-honoured  custom  in  the  British  Army  and,  as  far  as 
I  am  aware,  would  apply  equally  to  the  Canadian  Army  Corps. 


On  Saturday  July  6th  the  privilège  of  attending  the  Mémorial  Service  held  in 
honour  of  the  Allies'  dead  was  accorded  to  half  the  stafï  of  the  Canadian  Section 
of  the  3rd  Echelon. 

Although  the  Service  was  in  Latin,  and  to  many  of  those  présent  very 
strange  it  is  yet  safe  to  say  that  everyone  there  was  very  much  impressed  by 
its  beauty. 

The  Archbishop  of  Rouen  assisted  by  several  Bishops  was  the  Célébrant  of 
the  Pontificial  Requiem  Mass.  The  singing  of  the  Kyrie  Eleison  and  the  Agnus 
Dei  were  particularly  fine  and  made  one  realize  what  is  meant  by  «  Angles'  Voices  ». 

As  the  squad  marched  out  of  the  Echelon,  a  bystander  was  heard  to  remark 
«  a  fine  body  of  men,  but,  thank  Heaven,  we  have  a  Navy.  » 
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How  Lucky  ! 


We  are  beholden  to  The  Toronto  Daily  Star  for  the  following  gem  :  — 

«  CANADIAN  CONTIGENT 
123  Casualties 
But  ail  Englishmen  » 


ACKNOWLEDGEMENT 


We  beg  to  acknowledge  with  thanks  the  receipt  of  the  following  contem- 
poraries  :  — 

The  Listening  Post  {-jih  Battalion);  The  Forlyniner  (4çth  Battalion)  ; 
The  Winning  Post;  7  he  M.  &  V.  (A.S.C.).  and  The  Times  and  the  \\  ar  Cry, 


She  :  «  What  will  you  have  ?  » 

He:  «  Just  a  little  tonic.  » 

She  :  «  Some  German-Beer  ?  » 

He  :  «  No  ;  that's  '  Teu-tonic  !  » 
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FOOTBALL  NOTES 


The  resuit  of  our  Matches  played  now  stands  at  3  Wins  2  Draws  1  Loss 
giving  us  8  points,  with  17  goals  for  and  9against. 

The  fifth  League  game  of  the  season  was  played  on  Wednesday,  October 
27th  on  the  ground  of  No  i  Stationary  Hospital,  resulting  in  a  win  for  our  team 
by  the  handsome  margin  of  6  goals  to  i. 

The  game  was  played  in  fine  weather  before  a  good  crowd  of  people,  including 
many  hospital  patients.  Our  defence,  of  which  Collier  continues  to  be  the  shining 
light,  played  a  very  sound  game.  Steele  in  goal  was  a  révélation  to  many,  his 
handling  of  several  hot  shots  in  the  second  halfbeing  particularly  fine.  The  work 
of  Prettyman,  Owen,  and  Cassells  with  the  inclusion  of  Me  Lean  at  right  halfwas 
quite  up  to  the  usual  standard.  The  forwards  presented  a  very  hard  nut  for  the 
home  team  to  crack.  Stoker,  reappearing  at  his  old  place  in  the  centre,  had  lost 
none  of  his  brilliance,  and  Rose  playing  inside  was  a  source  of  great  annoyance 
to  the  opposing  defence,  while  Williams  on  the  outside  made  fréquent  raids  into 
the  enemy's  territory.  Goodall  shows  signs  of  developing  into  a  very  useful  inside 
man  and,  with  Humphreys,  completed  one  of  the  best  teams  that  we  have 
yet  put  on. 

Canadian  Section  Vs.         2nd.  Inf.  Base  Depot. 

The  above  game  was  played  on  the  Canadian  Section  ground  on  Sunday 
November  7th.  The  weather  was  fine  and  a  fair  crowd  turned  out  to  see  one  of 
the  best  games  of  the  season. 

Rose  won  the  toss  and  selected  toplay  down  the  field.  From  the  kick  ofï  play 
was  of  a  fast  type  and  some  good  combination  was  seen. 

After  twenty  minutes  play,  mostly  in  the  centre  field,  Williams  broke  away, 
and  with  a  fine  run  centered  to  Rose  who  netted  the  bail. 

Some  nice  combination  by  the  Base  Depot  took  the  play  into  the  Canadian 
half,  but  the  fine  work  of  Collier  and  Steele  saved  the  situation. 

The  Depot  weie  still  pressing  when  the  whistle  blew  with  score. 

Canadians   i 

Base  Dépôt   o 

*** 

From  the  kick  off  the  play  was  ail  in  the  Depot  half,  and  some  good  shooting 
was  easily  handled  by  their  Goalie,  who  was  playing  a  wonderful  game.  Some 
nice  work  by  Williams  gave  Rose  the  Bail  who  easily  scored,  but  was  ruled 
offside.  From  the  free  kick  the  Depot  outside  left  forced  a  corner,  and  it  was  from 
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this  corner  kick  they  scored,  the  bail  being  well  placed,  was  crashed  into  the  net, 
Steel  just  having  time  to  see  the  bail  pass  under  the  bar. 

With  the  score  standing  at  i-i  some  fast  football  was  seen  till  five  minutes 
later  Mason,  who  was  playing  a  sound  game  forced  a  corner  which  resulted  in 
Fyvie  scoring. 

The  bail  was  soon  taken  to  the  Depot  end  and  passed  from  Mason  to  Owen 
who  took  it  down  and  passed  to  Rose  who  had  no  trouble  in  scoring.  The  final 
score  came  after  some  hard  pressing,  Owen,  working  his  way  down,  passed  to 
Rose  who  returned  it  to  Owen,  who  scored. 


A  price  of  twenty  francs  will  be  given  for  the  best  essay  of  not  more 
than  four  hundred  words  written  by  an  N.  C.  O.  or  soldier  on 

"  The  plea sures  and  vicissitudes  of  a  soldier' s  lifein  Rouen  " 

The  essay  should  be  written  on  one  side  of  the  paper  only,  as  legibly  and  as 
concisely  as  possible,  and  may  be  either  serious,  or  funny,  or  both.  The  name, 
rank,  and  number  of  the  competitor,  and  the  unit  to  which  he  belongs  must 
be  written  clearly  on  the  manuscript.  The  Editor's  award  will  be  final,  and  he 
reserves  the  right  to  publish  ail  or  any  of  the  essays  received. 

Manuscrits  should  be  addressed  to  the  Editor,  Can.  Section,  rue  de 
l'Hôpital,  Rouen,  and  should  bava  the  word  "  Essay  "  written  oudside.  They 
should  reach  the  office  at  latest  by  January  6. 


FINAL  SCORE 


Canadians . 
Base  Depot 
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COMPETITION 


IMPRIMERIE  L.   WOLF,  ROUEN 


